io6              JACOB'S ROOM

Nothing could appear more certain from the
steps of St. Paul's than that each person is miracu-
lously provided with coat, skirt, and boots ; an
income ;   an object.    Only Jacob, carrying in
his hand Finlay's Byzantine Empire, which he
had bought in Ludgate Hill,  looked a little
different;   for in his hand he carried a book,
which book he would at nine-thirty precisely,
by his own fireside, open and study, as no one
else of all these multitudes would do.    They have
no houses.    The streets belong to them ;   the
shops ;   the churches ;   theirs the innumerable
desks ; the stretched office lights ; the vans are
theirs, and the railway slung high above the street.
If you look closer you will see that three elderly
men at a little distance from each other run spiders
along the pavement as if the street were their
parlour, and here, against the wall, a woman
stares at nothing, boot-laces extended, which she
does not ask you to buy.    The posters are theirs
too ; and the news on them.    A town destroyed;
a race won.   A homeless people, circling beneath
the sky whose blue or white is held off by a ceiling
cloth of steel filings and horse dung shredded to
dust.

There, under the green shade, with his head
bent over white paper, Mr, Sibley transferred
figures to folios, and upon each desk you observe,